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| ES, Ch-rch-ll's ſatires have quite loſt their ſting, 


| For Ch-rch-l!'s life ſhame on his ſatires bring ; 
Does Ch-rch-ll mark the debauchee by name? 


It's all in vain, for Ch-rch-ll is the ſame. 


SarikE in virtue's hand may oft prevail, 
But in a villain's proves an empty tale ; 
When both the cauſe and manager are bad, 
Her ſhafts recoil upon the author's head. : 
Pope, Addiſon and Young, are juſtly priz'd, 


For they abhorr'd the crimes they fatiriz'd ; 
The virtues alſo which their pens enjoin d, 


Enforc'd by action in their lives we find. 
| A But 
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But Ch-rch-ll's deeds run croſs to what he writes, 
And conſcience laſhes while his head indites, 
Great Dryden only thought of being a prieſt, 
Ch-rch-11 ſtill being one completes the jeſt ; 
For Ch-rch-ll lately, in fair ſurplice clad, 
The church's ſervice in St. Marg rets read; 
Then the next night to Venus temple flew 
With virgin nymph, in ſpite of marriage vow. 
Learn'd Horace was an Epicure profeſt, 
But Horace ne'er in holy veſtments dreſt: 
Lewd Ovid never at the altar ſtood, 
Nor with falſe heart and 1 there mock'd his God. 


Wovrp Ch-rch-ll uſe his pen his life to mend, 
Then good effects might Ch-rch-ll's pen attend. 
But when the muſe he proſtitutes to lies, 


To cover raſcals, and abuſe the wile, 


To tear the good, the worthy to defame, : 


And guiltleſs modeſty hold up to ſhame, 


To 
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6 
To rankle ſubjects hearts againſt their king, 


And wild confuſion in the ſtate to bring; 


A king whoſe goodneſs too he's forc'd to own, 


While ev'ry virtue blazes round his throne: 


And all for what? why, he will not lay down 


His pow'r to T-mp-le, and to P-tt his crown; 


Preſumes ſome faithful miniſters to uſe, 


Which London mob did not think fit to chuſe; 
And won't o'erlook the inſults of a rebel, 
Who writ againſt him a ſeditious libel. 


Crimes theſe! unpardonable in a king, 


For ſubjects ought to rule in ev'ry thing ! 


Wuex notes ſo wild the factious Ch-rch-ll learns, 
The name of traytor Ch-rch-ll juſtly earns ; 
When ſouth againſt the north in fierce debate 
He ſets, and {ſwells their breaſts with mutual hate, 
For places, penſions, though the laws indite, 


That all in each to any have a right; 


Whoops 
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Whoops welt and caſt together by the ears, 
For tax on cyders, and for tax on beers, 
T hough reaſon, law, and conſcience all declare, 
That both are bound to pay an equal ſhare; 


In ſuch a caſe the patriot's name's profan'd, 
And when he takes it is by all diſdain'd. 


Sucn is our poet's, ſuch is Brooks's trade, 
Bluſh nature, that ſuch varlet's you have bred ; 


Who Hirco's feign'd amours pretend to chide, 
The better W-lkes's flagrant ones to hide. 

Who $--d--ch' ſongs with eager ſpite reveal, 
W-Ikes' blaſphemies the cloſer to conceal ; 

And Gr-n--le, H--1-fax ſtrive to diſgrace, 
Whoſe only fault is, that they are in place ; 
Who T--p--le's and N---c---le's praiſes ſhout, 
Whoſe orcateſt virtue is that now they're out ; 
Nay W--Ikes extol that ne er was known to have 


Aught to commend him to the wiſe and grave, 


Or from contempt his character to ſave ; 


Who 
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Who out of envy to the Scottiſh name, 


Do Scotland's ſoil, nay Scotland's God defame, 


For thus their rt in impious verſe blaſpheme. 
ren r wy Scotland 


« A Maſs which Nature doubted as it lay, 


A 
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Whether to ſtamp with Life or throw away ; 

« Which, form'd in Haſte, was caſt into this Nook, 
<«« But never enter'd in Creation's Book.” 
SHALL mortals weak, the Deity thus upbraid, 


And wildly cenſure what a God has made? 
In all his wide domains he nothing plann'd 


But what is finiſh'd with unerring hand ; 


Look to the earth below, the ſpheres above, 
What you call blemiſhes, he'll beauties prove. 
Juſtice inflexible with goodneſs join'd, 
Always direct in his all-perfe& mind; 


Mighty his arm, his wiſdom infinite, 


His meaſures therefore are for ever right : 
This once eſtabliſh'd, we may leave the reſt, 
Sure of this truth, what he creates is BEST. 
| TD B 0 Repent 


„ 

Repent cer at his awful bar y appear, 
For Pr-t or W-lkes cannot protect you there, 

STRANGE! what abſurdities your conduct Kill, 
To blame in others what you practiſe ſtill. 
I only aſk one queſtion, tho' uncouth, 
Can he who has no principles ſpeak truth ? 
But want of truth the party will excuſe, 
If King and Parliament you'll but abuſe: 
Of Bute and Scotland hatch ten thouſand lies, 
They'll aſk no more, for that all ſanctifies; | 
Each error in the verſe they will forgive, 
Nay, to write nonſenſe here and there, give leave : 
With you they'll draw] out zhe to double time, 
And ſhame our language for the fake of rhime ; 
Ves, 'haviour, Roman braves, take keep, let pals, 
For which a Scotſman wou'd be call'd an aſs ; 
But here's a full excuſe for ſtuff fo groſs, 
That ſolid ſterling's mix d with all this droſs. 
Haſte muſt be pardon'd when the purſe is low, 
And fools have money ready to beſtow, 


And prieſts to ſtews and brothels want to go. 
= | 
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Call H-Il--d knave, and Gr-v-le puppy dog, 
B-df--d a fury, Eg-r-mont a hog, | 


T-I-bot a horſe, and Townſ-nd ſelfiſh tool, 


M-rt-n a dirty fellow, WI pole fool; 

No matter whether theſe are true or falſe, 

From city mob you'r ſure to find applauſe. 

For eighteen pages of this precious ſtuff, 

To keep a trull, they'll give you caſh enough ; 
To {will down ale, to ride in chaiſe and four, 


Nay, what is more, thro' France to take a tour. 


So dear does ſcandal ſell, (the age's vice) 
While truth and ſober reaſon bear no price. 
For prayers before, poor forty pounds a year, 


For ſcandal now, they ſay, five hundred clear; 


No matter what's the trade all ſharpers bawl, 
If it brings money, that is all in all. 


Let honeſty and conſcience be to fools, 


All men of wit deſpiſe ſuch vulgar rules. 


Wuo 
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Wno would not ſmile, nay laugh outright, to hear 
Ch-rch-ll in doleful notes expreſs his fear, 
That in ſome future time he may be led 
To burn for VR Tux, or to loſe his head: 
Good Ch-rch-1l need not be fo deeply mov'd, 
For virtue on him ſure can ne'er be prov d; 
This martyr's friends may all ſecurely reſt, 5 
Will Ch-rch- Il die for virtue? what a jeſt! 
To ſuffer for Sedition he might chance, 
But here's his ſafety, follow W-lkes to France $ 
France, which forme] y theſe patriots curſt, 
As of all Britain's enemies the worſt : 
But could thoſe curſes really be ſincere, 
Or were they only trump'ry words of air? 
Cou'd they be ill- affected to that ſtate 
Which they now fly to, from their country's hate? 
To pave the way, the peace no ſooner came, 
Than miſs was carried to a Gaulick dame, 
To learn the principles of liberty, 
Mongſt Jacobites and popiſh tyranny. 
Has 


1 
Has not our rabble, by ſome grand miſtake, 
Been hugging in their breaſts a deadly ſnake ? 


| Go on, ſubſcribe, contribute each your ſhare, 


W-lkes to ſupport, now under France's care: 
Proceed, thou worthy pious Hugonot, 

To waſh this blackmoor white from ev'ry ſpot ! 
Say, there's no law in Britain to chaſtiſe 

The caitiff who u pbraids his prince with lies 
Who calls the Saviour of the human race, 


The ſp-ri-ous offspring of a 1-wd embrace. 


Foxctveness, Briton, you can ne'er expect, 
Who did the party's factious ſchemes detect; 
That, under the pretext of public weal, 
Their low and ſelfiſh views they did conceal ; =—=__ 1 
That meaſures, ſhocking meaſures | were the cant, 1: 
But places, power, and penſions, what they meant : 
That P-tt no fixed principles e'er had, 
But veer'd about juſt as his intereſt led, 3 . 
why oy,” 
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Oppoſed German leagues, and then was for em, 


Juſt as a place or no place lay before him; 

That on a cabbage ſtalk he'd rather live, 

Than take a penny which a court could give; 
That they who did were miniſterial ſlaves, 

And juſtly deem'd the worſt of hireling knaves; 
That yet this patriot ſtaunch his purpoſe brake, 
And ſtoop'd three thouſand pounds a year to take. 
For writing thus you needed no excuſe, 


For writing truth is writing no abuſe. 


Bor what's piacular, you glanc'd on Wilkes, 
Diſplay'd his roguery, and expos d his bilks ; 
Unkindly prov'd to all impartial minds, 
He nearly wrote as many lies as line: 
That no vile art he ſhunn'd the mob rimpreſs 
With diſaffection, and the ſtate diſtreſs; - 
That truth and falſhood were with him the ſame, 
Alike accepted, as they ſerv'd his aim. 

PEE Thus 
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Thus you a crime would fooliſhly commit, 


Which of atonement never can admit. 


For whoſo on this worthy patriot falls, 


May as well venture to burn down Saint Paul's. 


Anp then, how cou'd you dare to vindicate 


The peace they rail at with ſo juſt a hate? 


Did you not know it muſt of courſe he bad, 


As not being fram'd by their unerring head? 

If made by P-tt, the bells wou'd trait have rung, 
And mayor and mob his matchleſs wile lung ; 
The Manſion-houſe Wurmin' d wou'd have been, 
Not with fiſh oil, but that of olives green : 

No factious clamours i in the ſtreet been heard, 
Nor Bute with mud and city dirt beſmear d: 
Burning North-Britons wou d have caus d no ſtrife, 
Nor Harley run the hazard of his life: 

Although! it's better in all points is clear, 

Than rhar P. tt offered the preceding year; 
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Yes better, tho we ev'n keep in mind 
Our great ſucceſſes after he reſign . 

All this has been demonſtratively ſhown, . 

By proofs and facts which can't be overthrown ; 

Theſe to reſiſt ſhews either want of ſenſe, 

Or prejudice, ftill worſe than ignorance 3 

Therefore with ſuch tis folly to contend, 

For rods, not reaſon, may ſuch beſt amend : 
Like children, who thro' humour often chuſe 

The piece that's worſt, and what i is beſt refuſe; . 

Betty has now and then ſome ſweet things aid, 


And nought they” 1 take but from that far rite maid. 


Is Murphey this unlucky path had mitt | 
Perhaps his comedies had not been hiſt ; 
But with Bute's peace he fooliſhly fell in, 
And that is his unpardonable 7 
All that are Scottiſh muſt of courſe be ſpurn'd, 


Since ev'n a waiter's from the Cot'rie turn'd, 
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Nay Butcher-row pack'd off his maid with ſcorn, 
Becauſe her ſweet-heart was in Scotland born. 

I ſpeak from knowledge, let none diſbelieve, 
Twas in the town where now I chance to live: 


The chopman, Clifton, won't the tale deny, 
He gave the orders while his wife ſtood by. 


Bur who are theſe of each denomination, 
Who think they've wit enough to rule the nation ? 
Or, what they want in wit is well ſupply'd 
By ſtrong preſumption, ſelf- conceit, and pride? 
"Theſe are the men, a common-council nam'd, 
In London environs moſt juſtly fam'd 
For wiſdom and affection to the king, 

Ready to ſet him right in every thing; 

To tell him of his faults (as hawkers know) 
Which is the greateſt friendſhip man can ſhow ; 
Who after bills in parliament are paſt, 


With noiſe and hurry to their ſov'reign haſte, 
Db 


[ 14 J 
To beg his royal aſſent he would refuſe, 
And their ſuperior judgment tamely uſe. 


Why this is truly conſtitutional, 


In men who ſor the conſtitution bawl J 

For what's the glorious ſenſe of this in fac, 
But to intreat his majeſty to act 

Againſt all rule, his parliament diſgrace, 
And take this learned council in its place? 


Wnar are theſe waſps we ſee with fury arm, 

Ruſh out in troops, and all the town alarm; 

To papers, pamphlets, fly with eagle ſpeed, 
To ſcreen and ſuccour W-lkes, their * head? 
Theſe are apologiſts ſor blaſphemy, 
And ſecret friends to infidelity. | X 
Among the foremoſt Ch--rch-ll trims his wing, 

Advances fiercely with his pointleſs ſing, = 1 
Faſtens on Kidgell, doubly whets his dart,  * | | 2 
And, fraught with poiſon, aims it at his heart; 5 4 
3 
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Back'd by ſome Non-con's of the name of Thriſt, 
For W-lkes more zealous than they are for Chriſt ; 
By tribes of tradeſmen, who were wont to ſtand 
Behind the till, with parcels in their hand; 
Foggers, who threat'n that they'll ſlit his noſe, 
Becauſe W-Ikes' blaſphemies he did diſcloſe ; 
For tis not he who writes that don blaſpheme, 
But he who tells and publiſhes the ſame. 
At this plain ſenſe may laugh, and juſtice too; 
But who can ſay what a fit judge may do? 
For verdicts ſentences we've ſeen of late, 


Againſt all Revolution- rules of ſtate. 


Bur what's moſt baſe, beyond expreſſion cruel, 
And thought or taught in none but Satan's ſchool, 
A whole life Ch--rch-ll ſcans with Lynx's eye, | 
To ſee what blemiſh there he can eſpy 5 
But if a blemiſh there he cannot find, 

Then one he feigns of the moſt heinous kind; 


[os 3 
He hints the man a Sodomite may be, $ 
Whoſe life before from ev'ry ſtain was free ; 


A charge which none or ever dreamt or heard, 


Till hatched in the Author it appear'd. 

Who's ſafe, if raſcals may dare thus to act, 
And forg ry be allow d to paſs for fact ? 

The parſon's caſe to-day may next be mine, 
And both, or worſe, to-morrow may be thine. 
All men of honour therefore ſhou'd deteſt 
With proper feelings ſuch a dang'rous peſt. 


No wonder, Kidgell, that he treats you fo, 
Whoe'er's religion friend, finds him a foe. 
He ſcoffs at Chriſtians with ſarcaſtick jeer, 
And talks of grace with an affected ſacer. 6 
This Lyttleton and Weſt muſt both confeſs, 
And the dull dean, who chid him for his dreſs; 


Dull, truly learning, virtue, all is dull, 


Except the crotchets of this rhymer's {kull : | 
Wit, 
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Wit, ſenſe, and ſpirit, obviouſly conſiſt 

In cotton ſtockings, and embroider'd veſt ; 
In buckſkin breeches, dancing after plays, 
On cringing actors bawling cringing praiſe. 
The buck's a creature of the chaſteſt kind, 
And a fit emblem of our poet's mind ; 


He therefore clothes his b--tt--cks with his ſkin, 


For buck without denotes the buck within. 


Bor whence the ſource of infidelity, 
The bane of virtue and ſociety ? 

Will ever he who honours God ſupreme, 
Admires his wiſdom, and reveres his name, 
Aſſiſts the helpleſs, and ſupplies the poor, 
And ſuccours worth in each diftreſsful hour; 
He, in whoſe boſom ev'ry virtue beats, | 
Call Chriſt a lyar, and his apoſtles cheats ? 


No, to the haunts repair where drunken mirth, 


Obſcenity and rapes pollute this earth, 


Where 
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Where revels, lewdnefs, perj ries hold their reign, 


And cruel oppreſſions all the mortal ſtain : 
Where reaſon's laid aſide, religion ſpurn'd:: 
And heav'n and hell beyond the grave are 1 oh : 
This rank and noiſome ſoil explore with care, 8 
You'll find the hideous monſter brooding there. 
lt is a truth experience daily ſhows, 


That want of faith from want of morals flows. 


HE who believes there is no future ſtate, 
That God nor virtue loves, nor vice doth hate, 
That ſouls with bodies periſh in the duſt, 
With life or fortune I could never truſt. 
Let upright men with me always reſide, 
| In whoſe fidelity I can confide, 5 
Who from an in- bred ſenſe of good and ill, 
My houſe will never rob, my blood ne er ſpill; 
The wretch who's void of conſcience will hot ſtand 


At any crime, when crimes can ſerve his end. 


3 I Liberty 
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: Liberty is the flag they now hang out, 

To lure and gull the thoughtleſs giddy rout; 
That they are of the trueſt Engliſh breed, 


; Whereas the Scot was born beyond the Tweed; 
That in their veins the nobleſt blood does run 


In pureſt ſtreams from father down to ſon; ; 


That they ſupport the throne, and all the reſt 
Are Jacobites, or Tories at the beſt. 


How long will men by artful names be fool'd, 
And ſpecious ſhew inftead of reaſon rul'd, 

Both to their private and the public woe, 

For in the end they'll ſurely find it ſo ?- 

Private and public differ but in name, 

For in effect their intereſt is the ſame; 

The laſt once fallen, the other ſoon would fall, 

For tis the public which ſuſtaineth all. 

Men once let looſe from legal rule and ſway, 

The bad upon the good would quickly prey; 

Ev'n now we find when wholeſome laws reſtrain, 


We cannot always what's our own maintain: 


aw: 1 
Falſe Cæſar took up civil arms we ſee, 
Under the ſacred veil of liberty, 
But ſoon he prov'd himſelf a patriot knave, 


For court and country he did ſoon en{lave : 

By ſuch deceitful arts let none be catch'd, 

For by bad men, and for bad ends they're hatch'd. 
Why ſay, they're of their liberties afraid, 

For does our king one liberty invade ? 

And why in others that condemn as fin, 

For many a Tory they themſelves took in, 

And thruſt out Whigs, becauſe they would not crawl 
Beneath their rod, and let them govern all ? 

Who were the miniſters? but huſh, my muſe, 
That firſt brought gen'ral warrants into uſe ; 

And thoſe again, who, while they were in place, 
Wink'd at them with a hypocritic face ? 

Were they not foggers, whom you muſt not name, 
Who now in open court condemn the ſame ? 

Has P----t, a judge ſo eminent and true, 


Never been faithful to his king till now ? 


i 
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Nor told him that ſuch warrants were unjuſt, 
Though to adviſe him he was once in truſt. 
To Whig or Tory they did ne'er attend, 


But as the name ſery'd to promote their end. 


If Bute would have permitted them to rule, 

We never ſhou'd have heard, „Lord Bute's a fool; 
But for the freedom of the king and ſtate 

Bute ſtood, and that's the cauſe of all their hate. 


Bur Ch-r-ll here is not engag'd alone, 


He has the aid of many a mighty drone ; 


Johns, Independent Whigs, True Engliſhman, 
All furious to promote the faction's plan; 
Who, tir'd of labour, want to have a place, 
Or for beingſpert have fall'n into diſgrace : 

Or {mit with envious pique againſt the Scot, 


And proud of ſelf, claim all as their juſt lot. 


Great tribunes of the people, not worth while, 


Vain dreamers, fit to make the waking ſmile. 
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Veritas, 
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Veritas, Damoni, many a ſcore, 
The preſs ne er groan'd beneath ſuch ſtuff before. 
John Bulls, and Anti-Butes, a num'rous fry, 
Whom therefore I of choice and courſe paſs by; 
Who, ſpite of reaſon, and in juſtice ſpite, 
'Thro' pride and paſſion ſtill pretend to write; 
To anſwer they have oft been call'd by name, 
But all in vain, for anſwer never came; 


Who long ago by argument ſtruck mute, 
Still rail at thoſe whom they could not confute. | 


do curs bark often at the moon's fair face, 
But fearleſs ſhe looks on, and. keeps her place, 
And for them neither mends nor ſlacks her pace. \ 


Bor who is this that chiefly ſtrikes our view? 
For ſuch a pen the World can hardly ſhew ! 
Malignity diſcolours ev'ry part, | 
His ink not blacker is than is his heart : 

There gall and cor in full tides do flow, 


And both at once the clown and villain ſhow. 
| 1 He 
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He talks of conſcience, making truth his care; 


May whom J love ne'er have ſo ſmall a ſhare! 
In ſight of God or man none are ſo baſe 
As hypocrites, who wear a double face. 
This is the Contraſt, rightly underſtood, 
For he a contraſt ſeems to all that's good. 
Pair argument with pleaſure ſhou'd be heard, 
And reaſon's dictates ſolemnly rever'd ; 

But theſe are not the weapons he employs; 
No; fury, foam, | {currility, and noiſe :. 
Of low-liv'd ſcandal one continu'd run, 
By raging diſappointment coarſely ſpun. 
Does this:the man, does this the chriſtian ſhow, 


To curſe all north the Tweed both high and low, 
The thouſandth part of whom he does not know ? 


They who are acted'by ſo baſe a mind, 

Are truly the diſgrace of human kind; 
Mine be the ſpirit which is nobly warm'd 
To bleſs the meaneſt mortal God has form'd, 
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To treat the Engliſh as our fellow-men, 
And ſtrive to do them all the good we can. 


Baurus has a genius rare and bright, 
For what? the art of turning day to night; 
For burying Whig corruptions in the grave, 
And ſmothering all the bribes they ever gave. 
For thirty years was one election made, 
For which the treaſury had not partly paid ; 
He's mute as to the perj'ries of thoſe times, 
For perjuries with them were held no crimes. 
But hence, if I the matter underſtand, 
The flodds of vice which now o'erwhelm the land . 
For conſcience once broke thro', no ties remain, 
Which from the fouleſt deeds can men reſtrain. 
I ſpeak not thus the cauſe itſelf Cupbraid, 
For of this creed, as beſt, I choice have made ; 
But ſuch vile practices diſgrace a cauſe, 


Being croſs to Britain's, nay to Heaven's laws. 
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Of all the miniſters which plague this 3 
Away with thoſe who to ſuch crimes give birth ; 
They mar the very end of government, 
And ſnap the bands which form its true cement. 
Vict'ries and conqueſts are of ſmall avail, is 
While in our bowels ſuch canker-worms prevail; 
But how much worſe when theſe are wanting too! 
As was the caſe not ſeven years ago : 

The terms of Aix demonſtrably declare 

That they had heads for neither peace nor war. 


Goop Brutus knows a ſtory how to weave, 


Which all, but men of common ſenſe, believe ; 


That Romiſh Charles, maſk'd with the name of Browne, 


Came here to ſee our king put on his crown ; 
And being aſk'd how thus he durſt appear, 
Poh! fays he, in this reign I've nought to fear ; 
The preſent miniſter will ſtand my friend, 
And as his own his couſin's life defend; 
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I now can walk as ſafe o'er all the town 


As any biſhop in his hallow'd gown, 


Farsz Whigs! why did not you the culprit ſeize, 
And put him in the court of C—m——2n pleas ? 
For there you might be ſure your cauſe to gain, 
Where Pr—t and W-lkes our Liberties maintain. 
Beſides, a premium on his head is ſet 


Of thirty thouſand pounds quite clear and net; 
Strange, Brutus, that of THIS you ſhould fall ſhort, 
Who ſtorm fo warmly for a place at court. 


HearTs ſwoln with poiſon, will you never reſt, 
To fooliſh heads ſuch whimſies to ſuggeſt ? 
Are thoſe the things which Whigs to Bute oppoſed 
ro tell them only, does a man expoſe ! | 
Poor is the cauſe which needs ſupports like theſe! 
Contemptible the noodles whom they pleaſe ! 
To D--v--nſh--re theſe letters are addreſt, 


But can his grace fuch rubbiſh cer digeſt ? 
The Roman Brutus ſav'd the Roman ſtate, 


But to ſave one will ſcarce be this man's fate; 
| Though 
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Though * like Puff, whoſe conduct blaz ning EY 
Takes a great name to hide his little deeds. 


No man can think that MASSIE is a fool, 


Yet none is more the butt of ridicule j 

Maſſie, that oracle of government, | 

Has in twelve letters told the parliament, | 
That folks for cyder-tax will run away 

To Scotland, and live there or curds and whey, 
And thus the Engliſh intereſt may betray : 

That one may eat fiſteen times cheaper there 
Atleaſt, than he can poſſibly do here ; 

For there they're taxed leſs than Engliſhmen 
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believe it if you can. 


Fifteen times clear 
From fact well known it fully does appear 

That things ſell there for much the ſame as here. 
Be pleaſed therefore, fir, to change your plan, 
For fallacy's beneath an honeſt man. | 


Lizs through the whole account I could point out, 
But what avails it with a factious rout ? 
So to the point, let it ſuffice to ſay, 


That Scotchmen both for beer and cyder pay. 
Pay (and why more) what was at firſt agreed, 


Nay, what the laws have ever ſince decreed : 
Exempt from all of which they might have been, 
If Union treaty they had never ſeen. 

Of dire EXCISE the Scots before were free, 
But now they wear this badge of miſery, 

For ſo tis call'd by our grand Coterie. 

Of nations clear of debt they then were one, 

But under many millions now they groan. * 

Nay even of parſons then they had the choice, 
Now, Engliſh-like, in this they have no voice: 
Oblig' d to take whoe er the patrons ſend, 
Who think of nothing but to ſerve their friend; 


* Their publick debt was but a trifle. 
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No matter whether he is gay or grave, 


The people's told, this parſon they muſt have, 
Happy Scotchmen, who have thus acquir d 
Thoſe favours which like fools you ne'er defir'd, 
Till with the Engliſh join'd by Union tie, 

You taſted of the ſweets of Liberty. 

You never knew before what freedom meant, 
Till by theſe allies it was northward ſent. 

See, then, you thank them for it, and ad 
That to them you owe all your happineſs. 

For debts, impoſed parſons, and Exciſe, 

Are bleſſings which a Nation ought to prize 
Say not for ſouthern broils you've largely paid 
In freſh-laid taxes, and the blood you've ſhed, 


That if you view how much by both you've loſt, 


Perhaps your profit will not pay your coſt, 

Eſpecially if you no place muſt have, 

As is the cry of every factious knave. 

All this is falſe, pray therefore ſilence keep, 

For they have ſown, and you the harveſt reap. 
H 


Yes 
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Ves, you've been born in an unlucky hour 
To ſtrip the Engliſh of their wealth and power; 


You left them nothing by your ſhameful peace, 


And will you alſo take their golden fleece ? * 


Wert, England's loſs I tenderly deplore, 
For W-lkes and Liberty are now no more ; 
Thoſe gems which once adorn'd this happy iſle, 
Are fled, and with them every joyous ſmile. 
Hideous tyranny with iron-hand 
Is now ſtalk'd forth, and ravaging the land, 
Roars over ev ry county, ev'ry town, 

No citizen can call his ſhop his own. 
Taxes on windows, and exciſe on beer, 


Are double what they were when W.lkes was here. 


* Mr Maſſie takes a peculiar pleaſure in calling the woollen manu- 
factures by the name of the Engliſh golden- fleece, which he thinks is in 
danger of being transferr'd to Scotland on the account of the tax laid on 
cyder. Shrewd.indeed ! 5 | 
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The fields, which wore before a chearful bloom, 
Nov ſicken and put on a dying gloom. 


Our places of devotion are ſhut up, 

Where now no pray rs to Heaven are put up; 
For W-lkes, that bulwark of the Chriſtian F aith, 
Is forc'd to France to ſhun untimely death, 


 SupmiT, ye Engliſh! hear the great decree | 
That ſubje& to the Scots you muſt needs be: 

For they into your pelf and ſtores muſt come, 
And take your country as their native home ; 
Their deſarts bleak and land of famine change, 
Thro' your rich plains. and towns at large to range. 
All this your prophet Churchill did predict, 

And ſure this prophet you'll ne'er contradict | * 
Quietly therefore yield, go where you pleaſe, 

To Florida, acroſs th' Atlantic ſeas, 


| —_— — 


* Prophet of the deepeſt foreſight deem'd, 
And for his ſanctity ſtill more eſteem'd, 
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To Miſtilippi, Scotch-like Canada, 
To $t. Tobago, or ſweet Granada. 


Where er our conqueſts are of moſt repute, 


Provided for you by the great lord Bute. 
In this affair let there be no debate, 
Preſume not to reſiſt the will of fate. 


Taz heavy M--n--tor brings up the rear, 
Who changes ſhape and colour every year. 
With him in fifty, H-lles was a fool, 

Now wiſe, ſince he became ſedition's tool. 
With him, in fifty, H-rd--wicke was a rogue, 
But late a patriot in the higheſt vogue. 

In fifty too, a whig was call'd a knave, 

But now true Engliſhman and Roman brave. 
We've had two kings in this old ſcribbler's time, 
Sprung from the Brunſwick family and line, 
And with their focs he conſtantly did chime, 
Whatever happen'd he reſolv'd to bawl 


Againſt the court, except when P- t rul'd all. 
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With him like empty ſhades he went and came, 
And made it all his trade to blaze his fame. 
When P-t did guide, then what was falſe was true, 


But when he chang'd, theſe chang'd their natures too. 

Yet here's the man who cries, The conſtitution, 

The Brunſwick family, and Revolution, 

Are all in danger of a diſſolution. 
Arthur is known in London at firſt fight, 


The pillory hints that there's a Jacobite, 
That maſks of friendſhip he does only ſhow, 


The better all theſe three to overthrow. 
But thro' the whole, like moſt of patriot wights, 


Lies are the inſtruments with which he fights. - 


Ir Scottiſh rights t annul they thus deſign, 
Their rights but with their lives they can't reſign; 
Rights, by law and ſolemn Union ſworn; 


To violate therefore theſe cannot be borne, 


And but to try it, honeſt men would ſcorn. 
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Why juſtice, law, and conſtitution bawl? 
Since as to Scotland they would break them all; 
Or why the Scots, as rebels, pertly chide ? 
Twere wiſer for you your own guilt to hide. 
Did cer rebellion tear this happy land, 
In which the Engliſh did not foremoſt ſtand ? 

Let Charles, that Engliſh martyr, riſe and tell 
| By whoſe blood-thirſty hands it was he fell : 
The treaſon of fifteen we all can plead 
From Engliſh councils chiefly did proceed; 
And that in forty-five they had their ſhare, 
Both Kennington and Temple-bar declare. h 
But it is better from ſuch ſcenes. to ceaſe, 
For both being guilty, both ſhould hold their peace. 


IRAN not Engliſh bravery to diſpute, 
For that has always been in good repute ; 
Yet battles would have oft been at a ſtand, 
If Scotſmen had not lent an helping hand ; 


Culloden 
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Culloden field, in which you ſo parade, 
Was not obtain'd. without the Scottiſh aid. 


What are we therefore to account of thoſe, 
Who to divide them by baſe arts propoſe, 
But that, whate'er they ſay, they're Britain's foes. 


To tender good advice Tm not aſham'd, 
For to reform, all ſatire ſhould be aim d; 


Not rancor, ſpleen, and foul revenge to wreak, 


Which none but low- born ſouls will ever ſeek. 
Let ſubjects have their right, the king his due, 
The only Cheme which can our peace renew. 

Let pride and avarice be laid ade, 

And then of courſe ſedition will ſubſide. 

Of ſtate concerns let thoſe aſſume the care, 

Who moſt of wiſdom, moſt of virtue, ſhare ; 

No matter for the country whence they came, 

For ſouth or north is but an empty name; 

Which all would bluſh to uſe, except the wretch, 


Who, for a place, aid even from hell would fetch. 


Who, 
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But ſuch, although his aim he ſhould attain, 
Would ſtill continue to be truly mean; 
Againſt him ev'ry gen'rous heart muſt burn, 
And with a noble indignation ſcorn. 

Such arts proclaim the raſcal, and impart 

A clear conviction of a wicked heart : 

For here the underſtanding can't miſlead, 
The truth is obvious to the dulleſt head; 

. To pardon ev ry ideot has a claim : 

1 ut rogues ſhould ſuffer their deſerved ſhame, 
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